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a mute contradiction to his terrible testi-
monies of an avenging deity:
That world o£ misery, that lake of burning brim-
stone, is extended abroad under you. There is the
dreadful pit of the glowing flames of the wrath of
God; there is hell's wide gaping mouth open; and
you have nothing to stand upon, nor any thing
to take hold of ... The God that holds you over
the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider, or some
lothsom insect over the fire, abhors you, and is
dreadfully provoked; his wrath towards you burns
like fire; he looks upon you as worthy of nothing
else but to be cast into the fire .... you are ten
thousand times so abominable in his eyes as the
most hateful and venomous serpent is in ours . . ,
O Sinner! Consider the fearful danger you are in.
*Tis a great furnace of wrath, a wide and bottom-
less pit, full of the fire of wrath, that you are held
over in the hand of God, whose wrath is provoked
and incensed as much against you as against many
of the damned in hell. You hang by a slender
thread, with the flames of divine wrath flashing
about it, and ready every moment to singe it, and
burn it asunder; and you have no interest in any
mediator, and nothing to lay hold of to save your-
self, nothing to keep off the flames of wrath,
nothing of your own, nothing that you ever have
done, nothing that you can do, to induce God to
spare you one moment. . . .
Edwards* intensity of feeling and language,
however, was nourished less by darkness than
by light. During his stay at Yale he built in
the woods a booth where he might retire for
prayer and where he had visions of the sweet
excellency of Christ. He described these ex-

